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The London Bookſeller's P R E F ACE. 
TEE Hero and Heroine of this Poem are Mr. George ” 
I Faulkner F Dublin Bookſelfer and Printer, and his Wife, 


or Lady. > | 
Mr. Faulkner 7s 4 thriving Citizen, not only of good Eſteem 


among his Neighbours and Brother-Trade, but has the Honour to 
be known to, and well received by many Perſons of Diſtinctiom and 


even of very high Rank : Particularly he is ſaid to have been intro- 
duced, of to have introduced himſelf, to a moſt honourable Perſon, 
late Lord Lieutenant in that Kingdom. Zo 5 
Whether it happened that his Excellency (who has more Mit 
than any other Man living) choſe to divert himſelf by giving 


our koneſs Printer ſuch a die of Fool's Farad, > Camillo 


Querno hen crowned in the Capitol was bleſſed æuith; or that the 
Main of the Story and its Incidents avere invented by arch I, ags, and 
have only the ſame foundation as Sancho Pancha's Hand Govern- 
ment, we ſhall not take upon us to determine ; in ether Caſe the 
following Pages will equally entertain the Reader ævith Wit and 
general Satyr. And we congratulate him on the Appearance of a 
Genius ſo much in the Manner f another lately loft there. 
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CHIVALRY, & 


2X3 O Packet arriv'd? And the Wind ſtill at Eaſt--- 43 
TN Ss * Arbuckle {---Go, atk if your Lady's undreſt: 
Ve I Bid her come to me ſtrait And, in truth, In not 
2 1 
A Packet, fo late in the Day, wou'd but 1 
And Putter my Spirits, which now are intent 
On Things of more Moment * - * | 
+ S.7 +. +9 * #6 my (Hiatus vald? deflendus.) 
„ W f 4%. Am Ü 1 88 
* n ine md wank. - 
That Offer of his ( which I took in a Fe ft) 
All Day, plagues my Head And, all Night, breaks my Reſt, 
J wonder I have not a Line from Phil. S— D e 
He forgets his old Crony, and Friend—(Set the Man up) 
Not five Months ago, who but I and my Lord? | 
His Excellence faith, is too formal a Word) 
What Fokes have we crackt, and what Marth have we made! 
He little expected a Genius—- in Trade — 
How fond to aſk Queſtions, concerning poor Soft! + 
I gave him his Works, as a Preſent—net Gift. 
The Diſtinction is nice (and too nice for a Dance } 
But Phil. took the Hint, and the Meaning at once! 
_ III engage, he imagin'd I only ſold Books; _ 
But he alter'd his Note when he traversd my Looks: 
Why, my Hes ſpeak the thing! Nay, the Dean has declard. 
No Man but n cou ud look more like a Bard. 
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WE - Arbuckle) N Mr. Falkner' s Man. | PO” 
. Ego & Rex meus. ; 
+ Poor Swift.) Mr. Falkmer a few Years ago 1 Dean Swiſt 8 Works i in Six 
Volumes, 800. 
* as a Preſent, not Gift.] A Diſtinction ſaid to be talen by Ms. Falkner on pre- 
ſenting the __ s Works to his _— Thi 
us 


= She takes up a.Volume of the Univerſal {iftory, &. &, & 
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This C —-4 found, too! And, this is a F "> Bn 


That no Peer, in his Choice, is more ſtrict and exact. 
Nay, the Minute he ſaw me, he /k'd me, I'm told; 


*Twas enough to make any Man forward and bold! 

So ſoon to engage ſuch a ſharp, ſuch a nice Eye, 

I might almoſt (with Cæſar) cry out Veni] Licil ” 
Merit, yet, will be found (let them ſay what they will) 
On this I depended—On this I truſt ſtill! 

Tho), the Great having once but Sir-nam'd their Friend, 

Fools, Fools may laugh on—yet the Wiſe will commend 
Thus, ending (tho wound up to prate for an Hour 

On Subjects ſo beautiful Honour and Power) 


Thus ending, I fay, to give Place to my Lady, 


Who, by this time, came down with an Anſwer as ready: 
(So mild, and fo /rill! fo, at Invervals, chatty! 
So alternately this— fo alternately that-y !) 


Tis in vain to delay it, for I am your Wife — 


And will be obeyd— not a Word, for your Life!“ 
Why, my Dear, wou'd a Soul in his Sexſes refuſe 
Such an Offer, for nothing? the Man's a meer Gooſe ! 


In England, your thouſands are giv'n (as the Rate is) 


Now, 110 VV iS your time 9 Pr'y thos, rouſo N 8 a 5anr Spirit: 


Vour Dor/ers, and Devonfhires, ne er knew your Merit: 


Moreover, I'll prove tis your Itere/# to take it; 
Come, pr'ythee fit down, and fo clear will I make it, 


That, from henceforth, no Scruple, no Doubt ſhall remain, 
\ Your Conſcience to trouble, or harraſs your Brain. 


Arbuckle, your Lady and I are agreed 
To ſup by ourſelves— Now, Madam, proceed. 
And, if * Kildare or Derry ſhould happen to come, 


Say, I'm buſy, d'ye hearr—or, I wor be at home. 


When I think on your FCrzerſors, your Snyths, and the Crew-- 


(Ohl filthy Mechanics) and then think on 7. 


Good Gods, how I fret! and, at times, rail at Trade- 
(This is but to yſelf, tho'—at moſt, to my Maid.) 
To read in the Title-page here || ſuch a Lit“ 


And your Name, with a—(C.) prefixt, at the bet. 
Preach up Patience to Winds! for 'tis not to be born 
G. K, indeed! how debas d, how forlorn! 
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LS Done) Too Bios ooh. 
+ Grierſon's and Smyth's.] Two conſiderable Bookſellers in Dublin, 


Then * 
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Then to ſee the low Creatures paſs by, with an Air, 
And cry, Hem! Brother News-paper, how do you fare? 
Is your Ji in the Country or Town? curſe the Brutes— 
My Lady — her Ladyſbip.— Oh! how that ſuits! 
J wiſh the baſe Wretches wou'd learn but their Diſtance ; 
I'm ſure, we want none of their Help or Aſſiſtance. 
Since the Iime, that Phil. -e firſt gave you his Hand, 
And ſqueez'd you, and call'd you his very good Friend - 
When your Biſhops and Lords and Deans (in a Bevy) 
Were (/tand, ſtoop and KEneel!) half the Day at his Levee ; 
And * 4de-de con Kurnulls, and hungry Commiſsners, 
Were Memorrali/ts (at leaſt) if not humble Petitioners — 
You needed no round-about forc'd introducing! 
Your Name was enough! without Letters producing: 
Like the W:tch, you could ſay to the Cloſet-door Locks, 
Fly open, at once! for *tis & that knocks: 
There for Hours could ſit, and tell comical Tales, 
While Eroy, pale Emvy! ſtood biting her Nails. 
Nay, he could do no l/s! for all Men will agree, 
You are twenty times mere independant than He. 
No Courtier, Whatever, is ſo unconfin'd _ 
AS a Gentleman is— I tell you my Mind. 

Moreover. yan hinted. you wanted no #Zzovar, | 

For which I efteem you, my Life 1 more than ever: 
One Man is as good as another, d'ye ſee 
There's nothing like holding one's Head up like Me! 
So much for the Matter of Int reſt, my Dear; 
Your Lady knows Life, and the World, to a Hair: 

And ſo far I tell you, it bids us take till 

The Offer, fo kindly propos'd by Friend Phil. 

May 1 throw half a Word in, by way of—my Pet ?# 
I'll tell you, my Soul, when *tis 2 yet. | 

But now Im to prove tis your It reſt, at Jaſt— 
And this I can, too—and I wr, cer I reſt} | 
What F——r, plain , has ſold for a Shilling, 
Sir George may aſk two for— and who'd be unwilling ? 
I own, I think even an 4/dermanu's Goods 
Much better (a Penny the Yard) than Tom. Woods ; 
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* Aid du Camp Colnels. „„ e 8 
I Per.] Tho' this Word is not uſed in the preſent Senſe in London, yet it is 
not an Jriſp Word, being underftood in the ſame Senſe in our Northern Counties, 
particularly in Yorkſhire - It is an endearing Expreſſion, it expreſſes my Deare/?, or 
the like; the favourite Child in a Family. Perhaps from [ahjar, Petto, the Heart, 
which perhaps is from che Latin, Pectus. „„ 3 : 
. | | Theres 
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There's a great deal in Title, and Honour, my Dear! 
Depend, what I ſay is but right—never fear — 

BY You always allow'd my Diſcernment Was ice; 

| And eber you have printed, would alk my Advice 
ft Nay! my Sex have declar'd (tho' it went to their Hearts) 

' "That your Lady, Sir George, was a Lady of Ports - | 

| was the Dean (to be ſure) that firſt ſignify'd this; 

| For, you know, I was always a Darling of his: 5 

We agreed in moſt things — tho', I own I was ready 

To break with him, once — for thoſe Lines on a Lady *— 
1 To reſume ! Don't you ſee here Examples before ye 

1 Plain Merit antitled's a terrible Story! 

[. 85 not Cowards, once knighted, __ ſtout? 
= hey may Veh, if they pleaſe—or like H—y may cou. 
what 5 on e dares take a Fes 1 ; 


* 


Like — in his Coach? tho', but Glaſgow, M. D. 8 

| All the World's a meer Farce! tis as true, as tis ſtrange; 
= But Merit, plain Merit, muſt truckle, and cringe! 

= While Folly and Ignorance ſtuck in a Coach, 

| Still meet with Eſteem; nor &er feel a Reproach. 

; May I now aſk a Queſtion or two by the Way? 
Not a Syllable, George — Phoo! Sir George, I would ſay 
For, in Fancy. I feel— and Pl] practiſe it tas 
There's a Pleaſure in That, tho tis but antre noo + 


But (all Int'reſt apart) Let's once think on the Honour! = 

(Here, the Name of the Thing brought a S$:mp'ring upon her) 

I Sir George and his Lady, laſt Night, came to T 

Her Ladyfhip's breeding! Her Ladyſhip's down! ? 

's Sir George, pray, at Home? Is Sir George gone abroad ? 

How it charms, how it fires me already? O Laud! —' 
© This Gown (cries the Mantua-maker) is for my very od 

| Le rj: LD a i Ions 
She's a eee Soul is mighty good Pay — and 
5 I'm pleasd whenever I talk on her.) 45 
Here! fetch me a Pen, while I fold up a Letter; | 
The Direction, my Precious, ſounds better and better! . 

To — Sir — G—e F—k=-r, — Knight, — at his Seat — 

for, you know, | Dy „ 

A Cabin's a Seat in 4 trice 3 Apprepo! 4 
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* Poem on a Modern Lady, Sc. Sc. Ec. Entre nous. 


| Miſs Lucy, in the Virgin uumack'd, practiſes with her Chair, Cc, &c. Ec. 
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A Chariot, (or, T'll be content with a Berlin J 
Iwill coſt (let me ſee) but an hundred Pound ſterling; 
We'll have Horſes, at firſt, if you will, by the Nar; 
For I never ſhall reſt, till 1 knock up a Pair? 
And then, by that Scheme (Do you take me?) the Loſs 
Is the Srableman's own, and nothing to us! 
This Berlin, (or Chariot) at once ſhould be bought; 
Or the Title's a Nyſance, and not worth a Croat - 
Sir George, or his Lady once ſeen on the Hoof 
Would indeed be a Jeff! and with Reaſon "a; 
Methinks to the Ring, or the Strand, as I roll; 
I hear ſome People cry—Oh! that for tunate Soul! 
While others in Noddy at three-pence a Head, 
As they jog to Rafarnham will fret themſelves dead! 
If we alter our Note —and ftrike off to + Claſnevin; 
(Where your Sunday-cits all, on a Scheme to be ſaving; 
Thoſe Days are all over, with me, I thank God!) 
IJ look ſharp for the Dean on each ſide of the Road; 
Dean Delany, Your Servant, — Sir George, I am Yours ! 
That's a pretty Conveyance you ride 1n.—T:s ours: 
The Dean ftands aghaſt! As indeed well he may— 
Then cries, with a Smile — Tis a mihty fine Dey! 
While 1 know in his Soul (like the reſt of his Brothers } 


He hates tv fe Layraon faring (ang pon Lowers. 


Then I laugh in my Turn! Give the Side-glaſs a Puſh-up ! 
And fo I would, Faith, were his Dean/hip a Biſhop. 
Go which Way you will, we muſt meet with our own, - 
That curſed News-paper has made us ſo known! 
Ev'ry ſtockingleſs Boy, as he bathes at Clantaſſ, 
At Sight of the Chariot, muſt ſet up his Lau * 
And ſwear to his Comrogues, he but Yeſterday paid you 
Two Thirteens for the Journals which Journals have ade you: 
Let them ſay what they will! Give me once but my Coach; 
Pl deſpiſe Imewdo's N- and ſmile at Reproach. 
Not but that her glib Tongue could have held for a Year, 
' TRE not 11 on run 1 ſo 4 her . ; 
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15 1 A Village rear Dublin, BR Cirizens go to take the Air on 
Voitures called Rings-end-cars. 
+ Another Villa age where Dean Delany has a Country-Houſe. 

. Clantaff.] A Village on the Strand near Dublin, where the Rabble Sa 
bat he in the Salt-Water. | | 
$ fo 7. hirtcens} Two n an.: * are current in 1 du, at Thirteen- 

pence a- piece. 
i Tanuendo 4. | 


The 


lf | The Sneers of the Crowd, and the Dread of ſome Stories, | 
Stopt her ſhort in her Speech, and abated her Glories ; 
Her Ladyſhip, now, beat a Parley for Breath! 
When Sir George awoke up- (as awaken'd from Death) 
For, as much as the Name of the Honour had / him, 
The Dread of Expence, in Proportion, depreſt him! 
Though highly I value a Title, my Dear! 
 Precedence, Reſpect, and what not? Yet I fear, 1 
Should the Father take Place, twould in Time quite undo me! 
Such a Train of Diſburſements at once would purſue me! 
Beſides, tis a Feather that cannot deſcend; © 
It will ceaſe very ſoon, as with me it muſt end!--- 
Iis true, while you live, you're Her Lady/hip ſtill, 
Yet it is but a Rather, advance what you will.--- 
A Feather, dye call it? At the Mord up ſhe roſe 
In a Fury not eaſy to tell' but in Proſe ; 
Come down, all ye Mzxſes ! by, Pairs or by Dozens! 
Bring (with you) your Families, Nieces, and Couſins ! 
Tune, Tune up your Lyres! to deſcribe (if you can) 
How the Buſtle was ended,--—and how it began! 
Tell the Town (for I cant) how ſhe took up a Sword ; 
And as ſhe choſe to ſpeak, made him ævrite Word for Word! 1 
(Thus Pinchwife, tho' Tables are turn'd ---. c,, 1 
Kept his Scribe to the Jet. the fill pleading for Mercy!) 
Sing, ſing away, Girls! Sing away, for your Lives — 
Or old Maids ye ſhall die, all — and never be Wives! 
Pr'ythee tell us the whole! how the Supper was ſpoil'd ;. 
How Arbuckle look'd pale - how Sir George near run wild! 
How he wrote to Phi 2, his Word to make right-good, 
And ſend him immediately Orders for Kghthood ; 8 
How the Letter was ſcal d! when the Letter was carry d! 
How the Knight often curs d the ſad Day he was marry'd ! 
How impatient ny Lady ſtill warts the Reply; 8 
For a Lady ſhe ſwears ſhe mt live! and will die! 
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